EVELYN ALIAS SHANTI DEVI
Evelyn's letter to her mother from Stanford University

July 15,1911
My dearest mother,

Yesterday was so full that I couldn't find
a moment to write in the morning one of our friends
from the University came to play tennis with us and stayed
to breakfast after, and to talk until half past eleven. I had
to deliver her safely into the arms of her chaperones and
then came home to glance at the papers and change my
clothes, in the afternoon husband talked Bengali with
me for two hours, or rather I straggled to understand
what he was saying, then an avalanche of people arrived to
see our new house-our Sufiragista, her old aunt, a
Mexican poet and a journalist, each wearing frock coats
and red carnations and looking portentiously solemn. We
discussed Tagore, who is being translated into Spanish and
whom they are enthusiastic about, had tea, and after more
conversation they streamed out about half past seven, the
poet and journalist casting themselves alternately at my feet
en route , figuratively of course. Leave taking in Mexico is a
very elaborate affair, and there is a most precise formula to
be gone through with, hastily and mechanically to their
fellow-countrymen, but to strangers they seem to.say it
with renewed relish. As they shake your hand, man or
woman, they say, " I am very pleased to have met your-
as such and such a number, street so and so, I await
your orders, there is your home". And meanwhile you are
saying the samejEing as nearly as possible in halting
Spanish.
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